Natural Writing"

tions, and metaphor after metaphor sprang
to his pen to convey just the shade of meaning
that he wanted to express. In his later years
it was his habit to dictate a typescript, to
dictate a second from the first, and to dictate
a third from the second. In each round or
lap new qualifications and amplifications were,
usually clumsily, crowded in, until there was
a final draft overfull of detail and very difficult
to read. But though his passion for precision
might irritate some readers (Mr. H. G. Wells
compared his efforts to those of a hippopotamus
picking up a pea) who felt that such a degree
of intellectual power ought not to be expended
upon trifles, even they had to respect that
power and the sincerity with which he used
it: the hippopotamus is a big creature and
this one was admirably painstaking. The
one thing nobody ever suggested about James
was that he was insincere or pretentious.

Meredith, on the other hand, was led into
obscurity by his desire to impress : he was
only intermittently sincere, he liked to " show
off," he overloaded his work with superfluous
decoration which was often not even good
decoration. His obscurities were like the
abracadabras of the medicine man; jargon
primarily intended to impress the uninitiated.
I remember a man telling me that he had spent
a day with Meredith and that the novelist,
before lunch, had said to him, " Would you
like to lave your hands ? " Well, a man might
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